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SULLIVAN'S ISLAND, 


( MOULTRIEVILLE) 
No. 5. 


Some planks, that had been 
washed up by the waves, 
formed a pleasant seat for our 
little party, after they were 
joined on the beach by Cap- 
tain Cowpens, and their pa- 
rents. 

‘This is a nice time,” said 
John, “for you to tell us some 
anecdotes, Captain Cowpens. 
I do not mean dates, and such 
things, those are bad enough 
in school.”’ 

‘If L could hobble about 
the Island,” said the Captain, 
‘*} should like to see the spot, 
where they tell me Captain 
Tufts used to live.”’ 

**Who was he?” asked So- 
phia. 

‘‘A faithful old Massachu- 
setts’ seaman,”’ replied the 
Captain, ‘‘who, previous to 





the battle of Fort Moultrie, 
was sent in command of a gun 
boat, to attend to the sinking 
of some vessels in Hog Isl- 
and Channel, to prevent the 
British from using that pass 
to attack Charleston.”’ 

“The first night that Tufts 
took his station for this ser- 





vice, the British sent one of | 


their fleet, which anchored 
within guu-shot, and kept up 
asmart fire on him. No par- 
ticular damage was done; ex- 
cept on an old hog, being the 
only soul wounded on board. 
This was the commencement 
of hostilities with the British.” 

‘On many occasions after, 
Tufts was serviceable though- 
out the war. 
200 pounds of powder during 
the action of the 28th, from 
his schooner, lying behind the 
Fort.” 

“At the end of the war,”’ 
said Mr. Marion, ‘‘he was 


rewarded by our State’s allow- 
ing him the entire sovereign- 
ty of Sullivan’s Island, where, 
exceptthe small garrison at 
the Fort, he was for some time 
the only resident. 


He made 


We borrowed , 
' Carolina erect one to this old 





some money from his large 
flock of goats, selling them to 
Captains of vessels He was 
called Governor Tufts, a title 
of which the old gentleman 
was very proud, | have often, 
when a boy, seen Gov. Tufts 
in his hut, looking like Robin- 
son Crusoe. By carrying with 
you some wine and sugar, you 
might be sure of procuring 
from his excellency a fresh 
syllabub.”’ 

‘Father,’ said Charlotte, 
“was he buried here? I 
should like to find his grave.”’ 

“I have heard,” said Ed- 
ward, ‘“‘that he lies ameng the 
Myrtles* Why, in the pre- 
sent fashion for monuments, 
cannot the youth of South- 


man? Gen. Moultrie was el- 
evated in society, and the 
name of the Fort and Island, 
are his monuments; but poor 
Captain Tvfis, who brunted 
the first blow of the enemy—~ 
the wild winds must blow over 





* A wild, unoceupied piece of 
ground, where the dead are deposited 
on the Island. 
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his solitary remains, and no 
patriotic voice question where 
they lie?” 

“Right, boy, right,”’ said 
Captain Cowpens, grasping 
his hands. ‘You desetve to 
be a General.” 

“{ think it was about here 
I stood,”’ said the old officer, 
in ibe course of their evening 
ride, ‘‘when the British Frit 
gate Acteon, which had ruy 
aground onthe 28th, duing 
her attempt to take the right 
flank of the Fort, was burnt, 
and forsaken by her crew.” 

Captain Cowpens put him- 
self in an oratorical position, 
and nearly knocked off Mrs. 
Marion’s calash,with his cane, 
while he recited, 

‘‘Acteon thus, as ancient fables tell, 
“By his own hounds pursued, expi- 
red and fell.”” | 

‘““While she was in flames,” 
continued he, more quietly, 
Capt. Jacob Milligan boarded 
her, and coolly fired three of 
her guns at Sir Peter Par- 
ker’s vessel, then brought off 
the ship’s bell,and a few other 
articles, and had scarcely left 
her, when she blew up. Col. 
Moultrie said, as ‘@ grand pil- 
lar of smoke issued from the 
explosion, and expanded itself 
at the top, that ‘it formed the 
figure of a Palmetto tree” 
Any how, it wesa grand sight 
—not only then, but when the 
smoke burst in a great blaze, 


which burnt @ownto the wa- 


ter’s edge.”’ x 
“In the defence of Sulli- 
van’s Island,there was but one 
instance of cowardice, though 
there were but 3 0U trvops, all 
newly raised, and not one of 
them regularly educated for 
Service, except Col. Motte.— 
The case was that of a sol- 





dier, whose nerves would not 
allow him to stand on the plat- 
form, during the severe can- 
nonading and bomba:idment of 
the Fort. By the articles of 
war, this poor fellow shoutd 
have been shot, but the offi- 
cers were rendered too good 
natured by their success to re- 
sort to that extremity, and | 
changed it to perhaps a se- 
verer punishment They gave 
him up to his comrades to do 
whatever they pleased The 
soldiers dressed him up in wo- 


men’s clothes, and after wor- | 


rying him nearly to death, 
drummed him out of the Fort.’ 

“f am glad of it,” said 
John. 

“One would think,” said 
Mrs. Marion, with a smile, 
“that the costume worn by 
Mrs Motte, Heyward, Ed- 
wards, Brewton, ETliot,Pinck- 
ney, Holmes, Shubrick, Izard 
&c. would not be very dis- 
graceful.” 

Captain Cowpens received 
this little rebuke with a res- 
pectful bow to the lady, and 
continued. “Poor McDonald, 
one of our sergeants, was 
mortally wounded. Did he 
flinch even then? No, he died 
exhorting his comrades to con- 
tinue steady in the cause of 
their country ” 

“Your dog Cesar, John,” 
said the Captain, after alight- 
ing from the carriage, “‘re- 
minds me of one, which amu- 
sed some of us ‘even in the 
tight, by running after the 
cannon balls on the ‘beach as 
they rebounded trom the brick 
work of the lower part of'the 
Fort.” 

Sophia patted Cesar, say- 
ing, “he wags his tail as if he 





uaderstood you, Sir.” 








— nce tes cerme, 


“The most trying moment 
to our friends in town du:-ng 
the battle,”’ continued Capta.a 
Cowpens, ‘was that, in which 
our flag was shot awav—-they 
gave up all for lost, but seér- 
gant Jasper, in the hottest of 
the British fire. jumped on the 
beach, took up the flag, se- 
cured it to the stump of the 
spunge staff.gave three chetis 
while on the ramparts, and a- 
midst a shower ot balls return- 
ed to his duty on the plat- 
form.” 

‘(My children,” said Mrs. 
Marion, “while you admire 
this act of heroism, let me tell 
you of an instance of Jasper’s 
good sense, a quality more de- 
sirable in our peaceful times, 
Gov. Rutledge presented jim 
a sword, and offered him a 
commission. The first, he 
gratefully accepted, but de» 
Clined the last, saying, ‘‘ Were 
i made an officer, my com« 
rades would be blushing for 
my ignorance.”’ 

“*Mama,”’ said Charlotte, 
‘fare you not glad that Sulli- 
van’s Island is called Moul- 
trieville?”’ 

“Yes,” replied her mother, 
“but [ should have preferred 
Moultrie’s Isle ”’ 

**W hen was the name chang- 
ed?” said Edwaid 
a 
FOR MY 


Voungest Readers. 

Whe has the medal this 
week’ I must let my 
youngest readers guess. 

How many weeks has 
she had it? One, two, 
three, four, five, six, sey- 
en, or eight? What a 
good little girl that musi 
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be who keeps the medal 
so long! But if she loses 
it. will she ery? I hope 
not. Let all the little 
girls take their turn, and 
then all their mamas will 
be glad. 


z 





FROM LITTLE SONGS. 
LicTLe fARY. 


The weather was fair, 
Little Mary was good; 
She went with her mother, 
To taste the fresh air. 
The birds they were singing, 
Mary chatted away; 
And she felt as mefty, 
Aad as happy, as they. 

E. &. ¥. 
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FOR THE ROSE BUD. 


Mrs. Editor, 

The 57th anniversary of an- 
other Fourth of July has pas- 
sed. I ho your readers 
have all enjoyed themselves, 
not with noise and rrot, but ia 
rememberéng that at 1s ‘the day 
on which the United States 
declared themselves indepen- 
dent. This year we have had 
to mourn over the death of 
the last signer of the declara- 
tion of Independence, Charles 
Carroll. Let us not torget 
him, or those who have guae 
before him. 


A FRIEND TO 7HE ROSE BUD. 








FOR THE ROSE BUD. 


Mrs. Editor, 


Allow me through the me- ' 


dium of your interesting pa- 
per, to call your attention to a 
subject which I have for some 
time noticed. itis the prac- 
tice which prevails so geuer- 
‘ally in society, of conversing 
during a musical pertormauce. 








Tt'is not only impolite to the 
performer, but it is also dis- 
tressing to thase who duly ap- 
preciate the musie; and f am 
sorry to find that it prevails 


to so considerable an extent | 


[was in company the other 
evening with a very distin- 
— plaver'on the Piano 
forte, who was requested to 
“favour us with a_ tune,” 
which was very obligingly 
dene; but the conversation 
during the whole performance 
was so loud and uninterrupt- 
ed, that I, who was really 
‘anxieus to enjoy the music, 
was prevented from doing 80; 
‘notwithstanding all my efforts 
tothe contrary. I think that 
your remonstrance might have 
some influence on the rising 
generation, and probably pre- 
vent (ina measure) the fur- 
ther continuance of a practice 
sv much to be condemned I 
flatter myself, that there are 
some, who think with me in 
this respect, and I hope they 
will, with me, endeavour as 
far as in our power to prevent 
it. It is said that ‘‘music has 
charms to soothe the savage 
breast,” but it seems that it 
cannet prevent the colloquial 
— ‘of the present age — 
n‘hopes that this practice 
wifl in-a short time effectually 
decline, 1 remain yours, &c. 
A LOVER OF MUSIC 
Forgeifulness of Self —‘i here 
are two interesting and favor- 
ite preachers in Georgia, fa- 
ther and son, who aie both 
lable to a chest-complaint, 
which, however, diminishes 
not their zeal in proclaiming 
the truths and invitations of 
the Gospel. The only anxte- 
ty they ever exhibit avout 








their complaint,is for each oth- 
er. ‘Father,’ the son often 
says, ‘ entreat you to spare 
your lungs a litt’e, and not en- 
danger your health.” And 
the father as frequently soli- 
cits his son to be more tender 
of himself in the exercise of 
his voice. Each forgets him- 
self in his atiection for the 
other. 
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CHARLESTON: 


SATURDAY, JULY 6, 18338. 
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TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


Remittances, from Grahamville, S. 
C. 1%; from Charlotte, N. C. 1g. 


We ‘have taken the liberty to 
modify the remarks of *‘A friend to 
the Kose Bud,’’ on the 4th of July. 

The request of J. shall be com- 
plied with, through the medium of a 
frieud, in an early number of the 
Rose bad. 


The Lotanical communication for 
‘July, in our next. 


_ Cheap Education.—'t he follow- 
ing were the pricesof a school kept 
by the father of the late Adam 
‘Ularke.—h eading, 144. per week; 
writing, 4d.; writing and accounts, 
4d.; aud reek aod Latin, 8s. per 
quarter. 

Vihict JO@ard ot HM: atin. 
Return of Deuths in the City of 

Charleston, frum the 23d to the 

30th June. 
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Whites, || Bi's & Col. 

_ DIED OF Laarp eel so PCR Be 
Apoplexy. 0 0; 1 0 
Bowel Com. | 0; 0 1 0 l 
Consumption, 0; 0; 2; O 
Dropsy, ; 0 / Oj; 3 | O 
Uropsy lieart, 0 | 0 1 0 
Debility, | 0 | 0 | 1 | 0 
Fev. Country, 140); 3 0 
1jo|; 8 | 1 


Wuuires 1. Bracks and Cot- 
ORED 9.—'lotal i0. 

‘the case of violence, mentioned 
in the bill of mortality of last week, 
w.s an attack of one negro on an- 
other. Ep. 
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ORLGRN AL ROBIE. 


Seas ious of 








[At the Revolution in Naples, in 1779, two brothers, 
ene fifteen, the other twelve years old, were condemned 
to death, and upon the entreaties of their Mother, the 
King’s Attorney told her that he could spare one of them, 
and bade her choose—she did not choose. } 


I cannot tell-—I dare not tell, 
On‘ which, the fearful choice shall rest; 
They both have frolick’d ’neath my gaze, 
They both were nurtur’d at my breast. 


Oh, Henry, Henry, look not thus 
In silence, on thy mother’s face! 
Speak, speak, my patient boy, and break 
That spell of melancholy grace. 


And yet, thy shrill and startling cry, 
My Edward, cuts thy mother’s soul; 

That pleading voice I cannot bear,— 
Thy dreadful eloquence control. 


Thy wooing smile, thine eye of blue, 
Tow oft thy father call’d them mine! 
Can I give up the look he prais’d? 
Can I that eye of love resign? 


My boy! my boy! I thought that thou 
Shouldst smooth my pillow at its close; 

I hop’dthy kind and soothing hand, 
Would rock life’s cradle of repose. 


And thou, my Henry, with thy brotv 
And eagle look of high emprize, 

{ dream’d that thou wouldst clear my path, 
And guard the way where danger lies. 


Chat brow, that look, thy father’s look, 
Oh! no; I cannot bid thee die.— 

Would they had wrapt me in his shroud, 
How tranquilly I there could lie! 


Go, boys—away! I will not choose; 
God must resume the lives he gave— 
For me, I bear a breaking heart, 
Which soon will lay me in the grave. C. G. 





FOR THE ROSE BUD. 
MORNING SONG OF THE BEE. 


I come, I come, on glad morning’s wing, 

With the breath of the dewy, the perfum’d spring; 
For the silvery wreath, and the bright-eyed flower, 
Have guil’d me forth, to their woven bower. 


I haste, I haste, for the new-born rose, 

Has awoke from her dreamy, and light repose; 

Her soft cheek, thoagh blooming, is bath d with tears, 
For my truant absence has caus’d her ivars. 


I fly, I fly, for the balmy lip 

Of the perfumed Jasmine, “tis mine to sip; 

And the meek-eyed violet half shades her brow, 
That looks, at no hoar, so fair as now. 








Farewell, farewell, for the valley’s gems 
Are glittering bright, on their burden’d stems: 
And a soft voice tells, that their light breath’d sigh, 
Is rich with perfumes, that never die. 





JULIAIS Answer to Miss E H 5 
ON BEING PRESENTED WITH A _ BIBLE 
(See last Rose Bud. 





‘To light the way to worlds on high, 

For erring mortals doom’d to die, 
This precious book is given; 

Its sacred pages there unfold 

A mine, more precious far than gold— 
The blissful joys of heaven. 


Without its light must you and I 

Rest all our hopes beneath the sky, 
And through dark ways be driven; 

But guided by that brilliant ray, 

Our vision clearly marks the way, 
Which leads to hope and heaven. 


Then may it be our dear delight, 
To ponder o’er, by day and night, 
At morning, noon, and even— 
Those blessed truths of love divine, 
Which ever brighten, ever shine, 
And rise from earth to heaven.’’ V. ¥. Evan. 
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Thus £OR YOUTH. 
City Square.—The Mulberry trees in the City Square 
are said to injure the other trees in their vicinity. 
London.—\.ondon now measures 74 miles in length, 
from East to West, and 5 miles in breadth from North to 
South. Its circumference is 30 miles. 


New City.—Brooklyn, N. Y. has been made a city 
by an act of the Legislature. The form of government 
only is altered by a town’s becoming a city. 

Ingenious Maniac.—Howard Trask, who has bro- 
ken so many State Prisons at the North, by means of 
pewter false keys, &c. has long been insane, which has 
probably sharpened his ingenuity. 

New Press.—A new printing machine has been in- 
vented in England by a practical printer, which is high- 
ly spoken of in a Liverpool! paper. 

False Pride.—A decayed gentlewoman,being obliged 
for her livelihood to go about with Muftins, used in a 
faint voice to ejaculate, **\'uflins and Crumpets;’’ adding 
in a still more under tone, ‘‘l hope to goodness nobody 
hearts me.”’ 


LLL A 
Agents for the Rose Bud. 


JAMES M. BEE, Esq. Charleston, S. C. 
CYRUS CARTER, Esq. Savannah, Geo. 
HENRY PARSONS, Esq. Augusta, Geo. 

Mr. JOHN COTCHETT, Walterborough, 8. C 
E. L. CLARK & CO. St. Louis, Missouri. 
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